m                       PRINCE BULOW
of the twentieth century a new life links the Germans with the
great outer world, to the Dead Sea and Jordan on whose
banks walked the prophets of the Lord.
The preacher speaks kindly and tolerantly to his flock in
the sanctified atmosphere of this little brick church. He prays
also for all visitors to this hospitable shore, and not only
those of his own faith.
Sunday evening,
It is not far from the church to the shore ... and in the
evening this shore may well become a place of worship.
Before nightfall life withdraws from here to the town.
Gaily dressed men and women pour through the clean-swept
streets, past the brilliant shop windows, to the restaurants,
the theatre, concerts and social gatherings. . . .
The beach grows more and more deserted. The clouds
pile themselves into mountains over the horizon, mountains
with their edges flooded with light and their feet in the
sea-foam ... the sea sings its eternal song. The moon has
risen and plays hide-and-seek with the clouds. Man's
activities are hushed one by one, and over the heaving waters
broods the impenetrable mystery of human existence.
It is as though the words: " So far shalt thou come and
no further," had been addressed not to the sea but to man.
The figure of Job rises gigantic from the sea and cries:
" Hast thou entered into the springs of the sea ? Or hast
thou walked in the search of the depth ?" . . . And all the
time the moon sports with the clouds.
"What are life and history but a reflection, now delightful,
now melancholy, of this stimulating and at the same time
exhausting game of moon and clouds ?